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rescue. Taking up a position at the
closest of close quarters, not more than
two hundred yards from the enemy, it was
not long after our guns came into action
that they drove the hitherto trumphant
rebels back from the external walls into
the labyrinth of houses in their rear, and
materially reduced their fire. But from
the Lahore Gate an unsilenced 24-poun-
der still continued to pour grape into the
ranks, and to tear many a ghastly gap
in them. Not till the rebel fire, drawn
off by tlis success of our attack on the
Kashmiri Gate, had dwindled away to
harmlessness, and all danger of a sortie
was effectually extinguished, was the
sorely crippled Cavalry Brigade with-
drawn from its post of honour.
Though this deed of the six hundred be-
fore the walls of Delhi has not been sung
by the Poet Laureate, and is not so world-
famous as that of the other six hundred at
Balaclava, it fully deserves to be bracket-
ed with it as an example of heroism and
self-sacrificing devotion. Each is a bril-
liant instance of the perfect union